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their caps, they gathered in the evenings under the
jtrees in the public gardens of Lund, drinking punch
and singing the folk-songs of Sweden. Their May
Day carnivals were riots of merry-making. An
immense Stack of brushwood was piled up on a
hilltop and set ablaze. Around it danced the whole
school-population of the town and every girl who
could be found. Then followed rough-and-tumble
games between the young men. If winter lingered,
and snow was Still on the ground, the townsfolk
were entertained by the sight of a terrific battle in
which the cannon-balls were of snow and the swords
of ash.

In the year 1674, when Jesper was twenty-one,
he left Lund and went back to Upsala to Study in
the university there. Perhaps he did not realize
how much his manner and dress had changed during
his long schooling in the south. When he pre-
sented himself before MagiSter Brunner, the pro-
fessor of theology, he Strode with bold confidence
into the august presence and asked for a scholarship.
With a gasp of astonishment the professor sat back
and Stared at him.

'And do you mean to tell me, sir, that with this
swagger and in these clothes, more fitted for the
gaiety of a court than a university, you intend to
become a minister of the gospel?5

Jesper did not wait for the question to be re-